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ie at the End of the Lane 
BizsbothE Potingor: 


AND PAT had not long to guests. 


The three boys, somewhat embarrassed but assuming ar 
air of great unconcern, approached the little gray house 
at the end of the lane. Their faces and hands had under- 
gone a siege of soap and water, and their hair had been 
| arranged to make each head a marvel of perfection! 

Fay shook hands all around and learned their names, so that she 
might introduce Pat, who stood shyly on the step, eager to meet them 
but also longing to run and hide. 

Bill Ricks, the oldest of the boys, was the first to notice the 
changed condition of the little dog, which had, at the first appear- 
ance of the boys, crept tremblingly into Pat’s arms. 

“‘Ain’t he some dog now! Look at that there red ribbon, and he 
smells like a cologne bottle! He don’t look like the little cur we 
was going to drown, now does he?” 

“T should say he doesn’t,” answered Fay, taking the frightened 
creature from Pat. “But he is the same, and he feels the same, poor 
little fellow; and yet dogs are very forgiving, and only ask a little 
kindness in return for their confidence and affection. Here Bill, you 
sit down on the porch step and hold him in your arms; see if he won’t 
make friends with you.” She placed the dog in Bill’s arms as she 
spoke. “We're going to call him ‘Party—funny name, isn’t it? 
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You see, Pat and I thought as he was the occasion for this party, the 
name would suit him.” 

At first, Party squirmed in fright to free himself from his erst- 
while enemy and tormentor, but as Bill stroked the now shiny coat, and 
crooned to him in gentle tones, the little creature became quiet and 
finally licked the boy’s hand in friendship. 

“Reddy,” or properly speaking Fredrick Bruce, the youngest of 
the three boys, was curious to see the inside of the house, and expressed 
his wish so decidedly that the others complied. Pat led the way, 
showing them her flowers, so fragrant and beautiful in their bowls and 
vases. ‘The book cases caught the eye of the third boy, Lawrence 
Terry, or “Lore” as he was called. As he was fingering over the 
books, Mary, Pat’s little sister, came dancing through the doorway. 
What a sight she was! Hair ribbon, as usual, dangling over one ear, 
shoes unlaced and a soiled apron slipping off her shoulders! 

“O, Miss Fay, do send her home!” begged Pat, very much 
ashamed of her untidy little sister. 

Fay only laughed. “Never mind her, Pat. You can’t make a 
properly behaved young lady out of a flyaway book-girl like Mary. 
It’s been tried, and can’t be done; and not only that, but just see how 
she and Lore are enjoying themselves over the books! Don’t disturb 
them—they’re so happy.” 

Sure enough, Mary and Lore were chatting away over the books, 
quite forgetting the party and the guests—thinking only of stories. 
They were not even very much interested in the lemonade and cakes, 
when refreshment time came, but munched away in the corner, their 
noses buried deep in books. 

““They are very rude, both of them!” declared Pat. “If they 
don’t know how to act right at a party, they ought to stay home.” 

“Oh, well, we want every one to have a good time at our party 
Pat, and they seem to be having it!” said Fay, but added, ““What a 
lot of fun people miss, though, by living in books instead of living in 
themselves. Each one of us is a story-book, our days are pages, and 
we act them out one at a time. There’s Mary now, reading about a 
dog, and yet here is our little dog, Party, a real live true story, with 
his cunning little white nose and his elegant neck ribbon!” 

Bill and Reddy were in a mild dispute as to whose turn it was to 
hold Party, a dispute quite different in nature from their morning’s 
sport, but the little dog, now safe and confident, licked hands and 
faces with impartiality. 

After refreshments, they adjourned to the yard, where, seated 
beneath the maple, Fay told the boys of the bird families she and 
Pat had watched. She showed them the bird house she had made, 
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and in the back yard, where a drip in the garden pipe made a tiny 
fountain, they watched the birds drink and bathe and splatter in the 
clear, cool pool. 

Even Lore deserted Mary and the bookcase, to listen to the 


stories of the birds. As the children sat quietly on the grass, listening 
to Fay, the birds gathered in numbers and dipped and splattered and 
quarrelled and preened themselves on the rocks and among the ferns 
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and mosses that Fay and Pat had arranged for them. There were so 
many birds, and they were so tame and friendly that the boys were 
both surprised and delighted. 

“They are our little friends,” said Fay, in a whisper, so as not 
to disturb a little yellow bird that had fluttered down from the jasmine 
vine. “And if we watch them closely, we'll learn many things about 
them. See, this yellow bird is the father, and he’s trying to discover 
if its all quite safe for his family to take their afternoon dip. I watch 
this same performance nearly every afternoon. Now here comes his 
wife, all in dark green, not a bit gay like her gaudy little husband! 
They'll flit about for a little while to make sure it’s all safe for their 
children. O, watch, here they come!” 

Four little yellow balls of down fluttered through the air, right 
out of the jasmine vine. Then what a splattering in the water, a 
flitting and darting and glancing, over the rocks and among the ferns 
and grasses! The children held their breath with delight. None but 
Pat had ever been so close or on such friendly terms with a bird 
family, and it was a wonderful experience. 

Party wriggled to be free to join in the sport of the birds, but a 
few gentle cuffs on the head made him understand that he must be a 
silent spectator, curl up in Fay’s lap and be good. 

““Would you boys like to make some bird houses, if I showed 
you how?” asked Fay when they were once more on the front steps of 
the old porch. “I have material and tools, if you’d like to try.” 

And that is how the “Bird Club” was started! A\s the boys said 
good-by, Party almost wriggled his stumpy little tail out of joint, and 
Fay once more promised to help them with their bird houses when they 
should come on their next visit. 


‘(To be continued.) 


FAIRY BREAD 


Come up here, O dusty feet! 

Here is fairy bread to eat; 

Here in my retiring room, 
Children, you may dine 

On the golden smell of broom 
And the shade of pine, 

And when you have eaten well, 

Fairy stories hear and tell. 


—Robert Louis Stevenson. 
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PRIL is the month when boys play marbles more than 
usual. Peter Pan likes to play marbles, too, and I have 
been thinking for a long time about the different kinds of 
marble games. They seem to lack variety, and I feel that 
they should be made more interesting. Of course, some 

boys play for keeps, but we don’t like to beat another boy 
out of his marbles. I remember how, right down in my heart, I felt 
unhappy when I won another boy’s marbles, and the only way in 
which I could square myself with my feelings was to give them back. 

Since then, I have come to believe that every boy feels that way. 

I know that playing for keeps has made the game exciting, and 
therefore interesting to boys. Boys demand interesting things, just the 
same as grown-ups. What puzzles me is to think of a game that will 
be really interesting, and which at the same time will avoid that un- 

pleasant feeling which comes from 
taking the other fellow’s marbles. 
Now, I want all you boys and 
girls to gather around me here, and 
see if we can figure it out. What 
have you to say, Joe? 
“T think we could win points in 
some way.” 
: “Yes, that is a good idea; but . 
how would we work it out, Har- 
old>” 
“Maybe we could have a lot of 
rings, and each ring count so much.” 

“Now, we are coming. Let’s see; suppose we start out with 

three rings like Figure 1, and see how far we can get.” 
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“What will we do with that funny little place in the middle?” 
asks Mary. 

“There you are again, Mary; I do believe that girls are interested 
in everything that boys are. That’s all right, too, as we have said be- 
fore; you help us to see lots of little things we might otherwise over- 
look. I am sure if that little funny triangle were a piece of cloth, you 
would put it into a crazy quilt; but what can it have to do with 
marbles?” 

“Because it is small and clear in the center, make it count for 
more than the rest,” prompt- 
ly answers Mary. 

“A splendid idea. Now 
we are progressing. George, 
can you give us another 
tip?” 

‘‘Draw another ring 
around all of them.” 

Ww “Just as you say. We 
are getting a lot of rings, but 
let’s see what it all looks like. 
Well, that isn’t at all bad. 
But we have so many differ- 
ent places that we will have 
to label them, to tell which 

Fig, one we are talking about. 

We will call the center one 

A, the circles B, and the other places C. That ought to be enough; 
but how are we to play marbles on such a queer layout?” 

“T'll tell you, Peter Pan! We can put a marble into each of 
these places, and, with our shooters, knock them around into the other 
places, each change counting for so much,” says Joe. 

“That gives us the right idea. Now let’s see; wonder how this 
would do? And, if you all agree, the following will be the ten rules 
for the Peter Pan game of marbles:” 

1. Place one marble at center of each ring, and one in triangle 
at center. 

2. Always shoot from any point on the outside ring you may 
choose. 

3. When a marble stops on a line, or goes clear outside of the 
rings, it does not count, and is returned to the center of the ring or 
triangle from which it came. 

4. When a marble is knocked from the triangle marked A, into 
a circle marked B, a score of five points is counted. 
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5. When a marble is knocked from one B Circle to another B 


circle, a score of one point is counted. 
6. When a marble in a B circle is knocked into the A triangle, 
a score of 10 points is counted. 
7. When a marble is knocked from A to any of the places 
marked C, ten points are taken from the score. 
8. When a marble is knocked from any B circle to places 
marked C, one point is taken from the score. 
When a marble stops in places marked C, it is returned to 
center of circle or triangle having no marble in it. 
10. The one having the most points at the close of a game is the 
winner. 


Remember, wherever your “shooter” stops, pick it up, and when 
your turn comes again, shoot from any point on the outside ring that 
you wish. The regular rules about fudging, slips, etc., that apply to 
other marble games apply to this game, too. 

The object of a marble game is not just to see who can win, but 
is to help us develop our skill; to get used to working with others, tak- 
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ing their rights and feelings into consideration. This will help us when 
we get to be business men and women, by and by. 

There is another and wonderful game that can be played with 
this arrangement, and I am sure that you will enjoy it very much. 
Have your father or mother help you select a place in the yard where 
the soil is rich. Spade up the ground well, and mark it off, just as you 
would for a Peter Pan game of marbles. At point A, plant two or 
three Giant Zinnia seeds. Att the center of each B ring plant three 
lady’s-slipper seeds. Plant over the rest of these circles, plenty of 
dwarf nasturtium seeds. In the remaining places marked C, scatter 
some Portulaca seeds. - 

Some one will be glad to help you with this game, for it will 
make the yard beautiful. Be careful not to scatter one kind of seed 
in the space belonging to the other seeds. 

You may use any seeds that your adviser may suggest, or you 
could even make a vegetable garden out of it, and still have it artistic. 
Then, if you like this game, plant a large garden and raise some let- 
tuce, radishes, peas, beans, and those other good things that we all 
like to eat. That would be a splendid Peter Pan game, because it 
would make so many people happy. 


CRICKET SONGS 


What’s the song the crickets sing, 
Summer, autumn, winter, spring ? 


When I take my little broom 
And go dusting through the room, 
“Sweep! Sweep! Sweep! Sweep!” 
When I go to bed at night, 
Then I hear them out of sight, 
“Sleep! Sleep! Sleep! Sleep!” 


When I waken every day, 
If it’s sunny, then they say, 
“Peep! Peep! Peep! Peep!” 
But they feel as bad as I 
When it rains, for then they cry, 
“Weep! Weep! Weep! Weep!” 
—E. Whitney. 
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TAE 
The Story of a Little Pueblo Indian Boy 
Part Il 
Haro_D Evans KELLOGG 


-——F THE many Indian children in the pueblo, there was a 
little boy whose name was Juan. Tae and Juan were very 
good friends; they had played together ever since they 
@ were tiny children. 

Tae’s father often took the two boys with him in his 
= ¥} wagon when he went for wood. It was necessary to ford 
the Rio Grande River, and what fun it was to cross when the water 
came up nearly to the wagon box! After crossing the river, they fol- 
lowed the road which ran along the foot of the mesas, those great 
masses of rock of many colors, whose walls rose straight up many 
hundreds of feet above. 

When they reached the forest, the boys ran away to play, while 
Tae’s father cut wood enough to fill the wagon. 

The trees were not big, tall trees, such as we have in our parks 
and forests, but were small pinons and cedars; and it was necessary 
for him to cut several of them to make a wagon load. When the 
wagon was filled, they all climbed up on top of the wood, and drove 
back to the pueblo. 

The many little playmates of Tae and Juan, who had not been so 
fortunate as they, gathered around and asked about the things they 
had seen on the trip. 

Then the two friends told about the big flock of blue pinon birds 
that flew from tree to tree, chattering and scolding at them, as if to 
say, ‘What are you doing here>? We own this forest.”” Then there 
was another, a big black-and-white bird, called a magpie. He never 
allowed them to get very close to him, but always flew away when he 
saw them 

One morning early in the fall, a white man came to the pueblo 
and talked to Tae’s father in a language which the little boy did not 
understand. His parents always used the Indian language when they 
were alone, and Tae had not yet learned English. 

The man was from the Government Indian School, and had come 
to take Tae away to the school that he might be educated. The little 
boy did not want to leave his parents, but when he found that Juan 
was going with him, he willingly consented. 

It was a long way to the school, and as they had to travel in a 
wagon, it would take them all day to get there. The boys climbed into 
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the wagon with the strange man, bade their parents good-by, and 
drove away to what, to them, was a new world. 

They wondered what the school would be like, and if it would 
resemble their pueblo. Why were they going to school, anyway, and 

what would they do when they got there? These and many other 
questions ran through their minds as they rode along. 

But soon they became so interested in the many strange rocks 
along the road that they forgot all about school. 

One rock was shaped like a huge turtle; another was shaped like 
a mushroom, and still another, which any little white boy who had 
visited a circus would think looked like a camel, looked more like a 
pce thany anything else to Tae and Juan, who had never seen a 
camel. 

The boys were so occupied with these, and with the beautiful 
Sangre De Christo mountains to the East, that they did not notice a 
big red building ahead of them, until they were nearly to it. As they 
drove up to the building, several other little Indian boys ran out to 
meet them. Tae and Juan did not know any of these boys, as they 
were from different pueblos. 

. Everything seemed strange to them. The big brick school build- 
ings did not look anything like the pueblo. 

The wondered what was going to happen to them, but soon a 
man took them to the bathroom and gave them a bath in the first real 
bathtub they had ever seen. After the bath, they were dressed in 
suits of blue clothes, like the other boys wore. 

You may imagine how hungry they were after riding all day; 
soon they were led into the dining room and seated at a long table with 
the other boys. The food was entirely different from what they had 
at home, as Indian mothers do not prepare food in the way that white 
people do; but everything tasted very good to them, and there was 
plenty. 

During the evening they heard some of the older boys practicing 
on their musical instruments, and they were told that the school had 
its own band, and that they might also become musi¢ians when they 
were a little older. They had never heard a band, but Tae’s father 
played a drum when there were Indian dances at the pueblo, so Tae 
was very much interested. He decided that he ‘would like to learn to 
play. a slide trombone, but Juan thought he would rather play a 
saxophone. 

The boys were awakened early the next morning, and after 
breakfast were taken to the schoolroom and given their first lessons. 
They were first taught the alphabet, and as the days went on they 
learned to read and write English, just as white boys and girls do. 
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But Tae liked his drawing lessons best of all. He soon learned to 
draw pictures of birds and animals, and one day he drew a picture of 
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Camel Rock 


one of the Indian dancers who took part in the buffalo dance at the 
pueblo. 

After school hours and on Saturdays, the boys played football, 
baseball, and other games, as all school boys do. But one Saturday 
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afternoon some of the boys were given permission to go out to gather 
pinon nuts, and such a time as they did have! Pinon nuts are very 
small, no larger than small white beans, and as they had to pick them 
up one at a time from the ground, it took them a long while to fill their 
pockets. They laughed, and sang some of their Indian songs as they 
gathered the nuts. It would be 
hard to imagine a gayer, happier 
lot of boys than these little dark 
skinned lads, who were as wild and 
free as the birds themselves. When 
their pockets were full of the pinon 
nuts, and they were trying to de- 
cide what game to play, up jumped 
a big jack rabbit that had been 
hiding under a pinon tree. He ran 
a little distance, then sat up and 
looked at them. They all started 
after him; when they came too 
close, he took a few more jumps 
and then stopped to look again. 
He was only playing with the boys, 
as he soon could have been en- 
tirely out of sight if he had wished; 
but he seemed to enjoy the chase 
as much as they did. The boys followed him a long, long way, and 
were having such a wonderful time that they had scarcely noticed 
that it was fast grov’.ig dark. Then they gave up the chase and 
turned back toward: .1e school. 

It was dark ag before they arrived, and the school had sent 
out a party to loox for them. But there was no danger of these little 
boys being lost ; they knew their directions as well by night as by day, 
as they were guided by the stars. 


IN THE MORNING 


My mother says the littlest prayer 
Each morning, makes a boy play fair; 
At night a fellow’s fast asleep; 

It’s easy then for God to keep 

Him good—but in the day 

My mother says, he’d better pray! 


—Luella Belle Wooldridge, in ““Good Housekeeping.” 
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Life is everywhere. 

When we look at-a flower, blooming in the garden where some 
one gives it loving care, we say, “It has life.” When we find a violet 
blooming on the bank of a stream, off in the forest, we say, “It has life.” 

When Jesus came out of the tomb, the happy people said, “He 
is alive!” 
os We speak of people, animals, plants, and even stones, as having 

e. 

Life in us makes us grow from little babes, into school children, 
and from school children, into men and women. 

Life in the grain of corn makes it sprout in the ground, then grow 
into the bright stalk with blades like green satin strips. The same 
life grows the firm ear of corn, which is such good food. 

Life is in the air, in the water, in the earth. 

It is easy for us to think of life as being in all these things that we 
can see and touch. But there is life, even where we cannot see it with 
our eyes or feel it with our hands. 

Most truly of all, life is in you and in me. We can see and 
touch our bodies, but that does not give us real proof of the life that is 
: in our bodies. The life in us is the knowing part of us. It makes us to 
g see and hear and touch objects. The thought that tells us that we are 

alive, is life speaking to us. 
All this life of which we have been speaking, the life in people, 
j rt animals, plants, minerals, air, water, earth, is God’s life. 


It is the life of God in us that gives us “being” or “existence.” 

The life of God can never be lost. It can never die. It can 
never be made weak. It can never grow old or in any way unlovely. 
It is always and always alive. It is always and always strong and 
splendid. It is always and always young and glad and beautiful. 

God is so wonderful that his life in us will become more and more 
wonderful. He is so good to us that he gives us more and more of 
his beautiful life. When we ask him to make our lives more like his 
own true life, he will do this for us. 

The Lord Jesus Christ teaches us how to have more and more 
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of God’s life. He became a man, that he might tell us about life, and 
how to live. When he was teaching the people one day, he said, “I 
came that they may have life, and may have it abundantly.” 

We must always think that life is God’s gift to us, and that it is 
really God himself living in us. Here are some good thoughts for us 
to learn, so that we will always remember God and his life: 

The life that is in me is God's life. 

The life that is in all people, animals, plants, and minerals, 
is God's life. 

Everywhere and everywhere, God’ s life is living all the 
time. It is free, beautiful and strong. It lives in me and in 
everything, always and always. 


QUESTIONS ON LIFE 


Name as many places as you can where life is to be found. 
Is there any place where life cannot be found? 

Tell what life does. 

Can we see all the life that there is? 

Where is life most truly found? 

Tell what the life in us is, and what it makes us do. 
What life is it that we find everywhere? 

What does the life of God give us? 

Tell all you can about God’s life. 

What will God do, if we ask him to make our lives like his life? - 
Who taught us how to have more of God’s life? 
What is life? 


THINK-FOR-OTHERS AND THE MAGIC EYES | 
[Written for the United States School Garden Army, Department of the 


Interior, Bureau of Education.] 

OTHER!” cried Think-for-Others in great excitement, 
“I’m going to plant potatoes.” And she did. One beau- 
tiful thing about Think-for-Others was that the minute 
she thought of a good thing to do, she went and did it. 
She never postponed. 

| “If you want me to,” said the Garden Lady, “I'll tell 
you exactly how she did it. The Garden Book, you know, told her 
how to do it. 

“Think-for-Others laid her nice, smooth medium and large po- 
tatoes out in the attic where the bright light shone in nearly all day. 
She kept them there for two weeks. By and by funny little sprouts 
began to pop out of the eyes.. Then she cut them in pieces, as the 
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Garden Book said. She put two eyes to a piece. ‘Eyes ought to be 
twins,’ she thought. 

“She prepared her trenches carefully, just eighteen inches apart, 
and filled in the little trenches with soil, and pressed it down quite 
firmly. ‘She thought she could hear little whitey-green, sprouty, voice- 
less voices chanting under the ground: 


“"We see! We see! 
Better times to be!’ 


“In due time the lovely potato plants came eagerly ‘over the top.’ 
Then Think-for-Others worked up the soil around the young plants, 
to hold them up. Oh! It was great fun! 

“Then, Think-for-Others began to cultivate them. She broke 
up the crusted earth carefully with weeder and hoe. Six or seven 
times during the season she did this. She did it very carefully. She 
never hoed more than an inch or two deep. She was careful not to 
cultivate when the ground was still too wet; for that made the earth 
pack. She never allowed any weeds to get a foothold; for they are 
just some of old Famine’s ugly thoughts that fly over the earth and 
take root. When the weather was dry, she watered her garden with 
the garden hose. Sometimes she made little trenches between the 
garden rows and let the water circulate in them. She sprayed the 
plants just as the Garden Book said, and thus kept all insects away. 

“By and by, she had the results of her labor for the home table, 
and a proud girl she was. 

“What has all this to do with the horrid ogre, Famine? Why, 
you see,” said the Garden Lady, ““Think-for-Others told lots of peo- 
ple about it, and everywhere the work spread, and boys and girls got to 
thinking and working at the same kind of work. Then old Famine 
heard about it, and he began to be frightened and to pine away. For 
food was being sent to the pale children in those unhappy lands. And 
the people were growing strong so they could work for themselves. 
Finally, old Famine grew so weak he fell asleep, and men came and 
cleared away the poisonous forest of Ignorance, and filled up the Cave 
of Misunderstanding with the good ground of Common Sense.” 

““Why can’t we raise some Magic Eyes?” said the children. 

“Indeed we can!” cried the Garden Lady. 

And they did. 


° THE MASTER AND THE CHILDREN 


Jesus said, Suffer the little children, and forbid them not, to come 
unto me: for to such belongeth the kingdom of heaven. And he laid 
his hands on them.—Matthew 19:14. 


I went into the garden for 
Such sights as I could see: 
A bird they call the gobbler, sang 
His gobble song to me! 
I did not like the way he spread 
His tail out in the air; 
I climbed up on the wagon wheel— 
... He could not get me there! 
My daddy came and helped me down; 


He said, “Run to the house, 
If you're afraid of gobbler birds, 


You timid little mouse.” 
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I went into the orchard for 
Such sights as I could see; 

A bird they call the gander, said, 
“Th! th) th! th!" tome! 

I did not like the way he put 
His head out in the air; 

I climbed up in an apple tree— 
He could not get me there! 

My daddy came and helped me down; 
He said, “Run to the house; » 

These foreign lands are full of jokes 
For such a daring mouse.’ 


~ 


I went into the garden for . 
Such sights as I could see; 
A bird they.call the setting hen .. 


Just fussed and fussed at me! 
I did not like the way she held 
Her wings out in the air; 
I climbed up on the garden gate— 
She could not get me there! | 
My daddy took me in his arms 
And went into the house. 
“It's no use arguing,” he said, 
“With such a funny mouse.” 
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I went into the pasture for | 
Such sights as 1 could see; 

A pretty bird they call the crow, 
Said, “Caw! Caw! Caw!” to me! 

He spread his shiny, raven wings 
Upon the morning air; 

I followed him into the lane— 
He would not hurt me there! 

My daddy took my hand in his, — 
He said, “The world's a house 

That's filled with pleasant things for us, 
My darling little mouse.” 
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WEE WISDOM 


ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 
Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 
Motto—Love never faileth. 


Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak 
no evil. 


Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 


Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month before the 
date of issue. 


Pins—Twenty-five cents each. 


HIS month we have a letter from the Unity Boosters. 
Harriet, the president, has written it herself. I really have 
been negligent about coming to these Booster meetings in 
® |} Wee Wisdom. Maybe you had better elect a secretary 
who will come regularly. Unity has been growing so fast 
that it keeps me busy looking after her work, and I forget 
all about the Booster Club. My heart is there just the same, and the 
first Sunday in each month I go to the meeting of the Unity Boosters. 

My, how the wind is blowing outdoors! It is the regular spring 
wind, which takes all the old trash that has been gathering through the 
winter, and blows it away, so that the April showers may finish the 
job and clean everything up for the wonderful spring flowers. 

Now comes the happy time for gathering violets and spring 
beauties and cowslips and bloodroot and jack-in-the-pulpit and May- 
_ flowers. The Boosters are going out to the Unity Farm to hunt wild 

flowers. There we have great bowlders with moss and ferns growing 
on them, and away up on the top little Dutchman’s breeches wave in 
the warm spring breeze. Don’t you love the wild creatures, the little 
rabbits and squirrels? We have two wild squirrels that come to the 
window every morning and tap on it, to let us know that they want their 
breakfast. We feed them bread and nuts and prune pits, and most 
anything. They are very fond of cake. We always have water for 
them, also. The sparrows come along and eat up the crumbs, when 
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the squirrels are through. Try taming the wild animals, and you will 
find them wonderfully loving and gentle. 

Be sure to write, telling the Wees all the kind and good true 
things you have been able to do during the month. Remember that 
God is your help in every need and that he is your loving Father who 


_ will make you well and happy and strong if you will ask him. 


ROYAL. 


Kansas City, Mo. 
Dear Boosters—This is the month in which spring again comes to life, 
and blooms forth in beauty after its winter sleep. Easter also comes during 
this month. This is the day that we keep in memory of Jesus’ demon- 
stration of life over death. It means a time of a great awakening, the 
awakening of the Christ Consciousness in each of us. Does it not seem that 
Easter brings back the teachings of Jesus and makes us remember what a 
mighty power lies within each of us? For, “He that believeth on me, the 
works that I do shall he do also; and greater works than these shall he do.” 
The New Unity Inn is progressing nicely, and I hope all the Boosters 
will have an opportunity to eat in it some day. Yours in the Truth, 
Earnest Baltzell. 


Hoboken, N. J. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—A man in our city has started Unity meetings at 
his home. Mother and I are going. As soon as they get enough children 
interested, they are going to start a Sunday School. We have planned 
several delightful times for our Club. I asked you to help me in my arith- 
metic, and now I get good marks. I have been promoted, and am getting 
along very nicely in my lessons. I would like to hear from some of the 


Boosters. My address is 825 Washington Street. Edna A. Podesta. 
We rejoice to know of Edna’s demonstration in her school work. 


Let us join her in the thought that Divine Love and Wisdom direct the 
Unity Class and Sunday School in her city. 


Grand Rapids, Wis. 

-Dear Wee Wisdom—Here is a hearty “thank you” for the lovely 
Peter Pan cap that adorns the head of George Jr. It is suggestive of 
many charming things. Papa George and George Jr. thought right away 
of the merry adventures of Robin Hood and his men in Sherwood Forest, 
and I was reminded of the pretty colors worn by the girls and boys in St. 
Paul for their winter sports. I have been visiting in the Twin Cities, and | 
did greatly enjoy the bright caps, scarfs and striped socks, as well as the 
odd looking sleds and toboggans, skis and all “‘sich like things.” Oh, winter 
has its joys and it makes rosy cheeks in this “north countree!” 

Mr. Morgan asked me to speak to the Sunday School in Minne- 
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‘apolis, and perhaps I wasn’t surprised to find a whole room full of people 
where there had been a school of three last January when I was there. A 
line of a song had been running in my thought all the morning, “O, Day 
of Rest and Gladness,” so I reminded them that we could make every day 
one of joy and gladness, by learning to let the Spirit do all our work through 
us. A\s soon as the idea of labor or hard tasks gets hold of us, we lose the 
inspiration that lifts our work above the commonplace. 

When I am in St. Paul I visit a friend who is superintendent of an 
orphan’s home. Now if your impressions of such a home are what one 
gets from the story of “Daddy Longlegs,” you won’t have the right idea 
at all of the place I visit. There are about forty of the dearest, rosy- 
cheeked, happy youngsters one could find anywhere. They know lots 
and lots of beautiful songs and poems, and we have jolly times together, 
singing and speaking, playing on the piano and victrola, or with games in 
the play room, or out on the great lawn. They like Wee Wisdom, and 
learn the pillow verses and the “Prayer of Faith.” One day when I went 
into the nursery, a little voice called, “Mrs. Paulus, ‘Cheery-heart’ is a 
little fat turkey; eat her.” Another voice said, “Bumps is fatter; eat him.” 
And still another called, “Betty is such a roly-poly she'll taste better.” I 
decided that they all looked much too good to eat. I close by sending the 
love of all the Grand Rapids Boosters to you and all the Peter Pan folks. 
Yours for the good, Stella J. Paulus. 


Porterville, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am sending your traveling expenses for a trip 
to Porterville, where you will visit three little sisters. Florence Evelyn 
Duncan will meet you at the mail box each month. I visited these girls 
myself yesterday, and the mother told me that Flora Mable, two years 
old, said to her a day or two before, “I want you to be my real mamma, 
and not kill chickens.” I wish you to get acquainted with these lovely 
girls; God bless your visits. Yours in Truth, Harry Smith. 


Wee Wisdom will be very glad to visit these friends, and she 
knows beforehand that she is going to love them very dearly. 


Bronx, N. Y. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—The “Sunshine Radiators” are sending best 
wishes to all Boosters. We are writing to join your merry throng. There 
are five of us, and our ages are from twelve down to three. The members 
are Helen and Beverly Gavits, Paula and Flora Swan, and I. We in- 
tend to add all the lovers of Truth we can. We open our meeting with 
that beautiful song, “God is Love.” Our aim is to help those who are 
not as fortunate as we are, by sending them clothes and goodies. Will 

some of the Boosters write tome? Yoursin Truth, Anna N. Graf. 


Anna’s street address is 2676 Morris Ave. 
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Denver, Colo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI enjoy your visits very much. I have a little 
sister, Virginia Norma, who is a real Booster, for sometimes when mother 
feels very tired, Virginia gives her a sweet kiss and mother is good for an- 
other mile. Not long ago mother said her stomach ached, so I just sat still 
and repeated, “God is Life,” and soon her stomach felt all right. I had a 
special promotion in school; at first I didn’t get along very well, but I 
worked hard, and now I am doing fine. I pass my Wee Wisdom on to 


a little neighbor whom it does not visit. I should like a letter from some of 
the Wees. My street address is 1153 York St. 


Marian Jeanne Garwood. 

We are very glad that Marian has learned to speak the healing 
word for others, as well as for herself. “This is a part of a Booster’s 
work. 

Kansas City, Mo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I will write you a letter to let you know what 
the Kansas City Boosters are doing. The officers of our club are, Harriet 
Kyler, president; Anita Eddy, vice-president; Dorothea Hood, secretary; 
Mercedes Ray, treasurer; Richard Butterfield, sergeant-at-arms. About 
twenty attend each monthly meeting. We elected a committee to make a 
flag with the word, “Booster,” on it; we carry this flag when we go on 
picnics. Last meeting we elected an entertainment committee, a social com- 
mittee, and a refreshment committee. If the children bring a Booster report 
to each meeting, and if they earn either first, second or third prize for three 
months, they receive a Peter Pan cap. In the Booster report we write out 
the good things we have done in the past month. We cannot help being 
good Boosters with Royal boosting us along. We wish that all the other 
Boosters everywhere could be with us. Your loving friend, 

Harriet Kyler. 


Penn Grove, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—You have visited me for about eight months, 
and I love you dearly. I am ten years of age, and am in the seventh 
grade. When not in school, I am always reading my dear Wee Wisdom. 
I am interested in the Puzzle Page, and I was disappointed when I re- 
ceived the copy without the puzzles. When I read Dorothy Henry’s letter, 
I decided to follow her example. So the other day when I run a sliver into 
my finger nail, I said, “God is Life,” and my finger was all right. Your 
loving reader, Alice Jorgensen. 


We are glad you are using your understanding of the Truth, 
Alice. Do not allow yourself to be disappointed when things do not 
come just as you had expected. It is Wee Wisdom’s aim to give to 


the readers the things that will be most interesting to the greatest num- 
ber of her friends. 


| 
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Cambridge, Mass. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I think our club is a great success. There are 
eight girls in it, Mary Leahy, Lucille Schoonover, Anna O’Connell, 
Maizie Nevins, Florence MacGillivray, Anna Del, Mary MacGillivray 
and I. We are to have new members next week. We have not decided 
on a club name. Will the Wees please suggest some? I sent December 
and January Wee Wisdom to girls in Kansas and Missouri; they think 
that you are lovely, and they are going to subscribe. I am going to tell 
you a little about Cambridge. Washington Elm, where George Wash- 
ington took command of the American army, is here. The homes of 
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow and James Russell Lowell are still stand- 
ing. Longfellow’s home is opened to the public, and many visitors go 
there. I shall graduate in June. My address is 42 Creighton Street, and 
I would like to hear from more of the Wees who are thirteen years of age. 

Your loving Booster, Marion Fitzpatrick. 


Shall we all get still for a moment and think of a name for the 
club Marion writes about? A good name is like a good seed; when a 
truth word is planted in the hearts of boys and girls it becomes alive 
and grows, and shows its beauty in kind words and good deeds. We 


shall be glad to hear from you, girls, and you have the blessing of all 
the Wees. 


June Hartshorn of Imerial, Cal., says, “I see that I shall have to 
be more careful with my writing, as my last letter that was published 
in Wee Wisdom had one whole line wrong. I said, “We have a hun- 
dred ton silo,’ and it was printed, “We have a hundred cows to milk.’ 
We have only a small dairy.” 

Wheeling, W. Va. 

Dear Friends of Wee Wisdom—I am writing that you may know 
how glad I am to be called a member of the “First Universal Truth 
Center” of Wheeling. I am helping here by expressing my joy through 
music. We have interesting meetings. I have become acquainted with 
Wee Wisdom, and wish to express my appreciation of such nice reading 
to help me in the Truth. I trust that all little boys and girls may find the 
good as I have found it. My dear little brother, who is five years old, can- 
not read yet. He always wants me to read the Wee Wisdom stories to 
him. I would like to find out more about the Booster Club, and to hear 
from some of the Boosters. My address-is 131 12 Street. With pleasure 
and good will, I am always yours, Thelma Caldwell. 

We enjoyed your good letter, Thelma. We extend to you an 
invitation to become a member of the Booster Club. We would call 
your attention to page eighteen of the March Wee Wisdom. If you 
wish to become a Booster, write to the Secretary. Wall some of the 
Boosters write to Thelma, telling her more about the club and its work ? 
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James Evans, of North Battleford, Sask., Canada, writes that 


Wee Wisdom has visited him for over a year, and that now he wishes 


_ to become a member of the Booster Club. We are glad to welcome 


you, James, and we know that you will be happy in boosting the good 
in Canada. : 

A good letter is received from Elsie Stoeckle, of East Jordan, 
Mich., telling of her happy times up in Northern Michigan. 

Louise and Hilda Walter have come to Kansas City from 
Dallas, Texas, and they are enjoying themselves here very much. 
They are members of the Good Words Club, and they attend the 
Unity Sunday School. We are very glad to welcome them to the 
Kansas City Booster Club. . 

Rose May Richey, of Richmond, Va., sends us a picture of 
herself. She says her aunty calls her “Sunshine,” and judging by the 
smile on her face, we think this must be a very true name- 

Geneva Teufel, of Sidney, Mich., writes that she solved cor- 
rectly all the puzzles in the December magazine. Good for you, 
Geneva! 

Ethelene N. Gould, who lives in Corbett, Ore., sends us this 
little verse, which she says she likes: 

God sees the little sparrow’s fall, 
It meets his tender view; 
If God so loves the little things, 


I know he loves me, too. 


Julia Cookman, who lives in Washington, D. C., tells us of the 
beautiful trees and flowers in her yard. We are sure she must enjoy 
the beauty and fragrance of the flowers and the fruit and shade of 
the trees, for these are gifts which only the dear Lord can provide. 


A splendid letter is received from Dorothy Henry, telling of how 
she conquered her fear of speaking in public, and gave a recitation. 
She also tells of her father’s healing through the power of the Spirit. 
Dorothy would like to hear from some of the Boosters, but she has 
forgotten to give us her address, and the postmark on her letter was so 
blurred that we cannot read it. 

Gladys Hinchey, of Cunningham, Ky., says she enjoys reading 
Wee Wisdom. She also says that she has read the Bible through to 
the fifth chapter of Luke. She has ordered a pin and asks to be made 


a Booster. 
Alice J. Greenslade, of Undercliffe, Colo., writes us that she 


lives in the country near a large lake. She has two little sisters, and 
they have jolly times together. - 
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La Von Tidrick, Akron, Ohio, sends for a Booster pin and says 
she should be glad to hear from some of the Boosters. Her street 
-address is 321 Brown St. 

Miss Laura Gould, of Corbett, Oregon, sends us this little Easter 


poem which she likes: 
HE IS RISEN 
I wish I had been in the garden there, 
My Master’s word and blessing to share, 
On that first glad Easter morning. 
In your heart too is this same longing ? 


We joy in the surety, our Lord is not dead; 
Of his church on earth he is still the head. 
Our Lord is risen, is risen indeed 
And tells us still his sheep to feed. 
O Savior, live in our hearts today, 
And help us thy message to wholly obey. 
—The Pacific Baptist. 
Arthur Charles Yost, of Baltimore, Md., says, “I think Wee 
Wisdom is a great thing for boys and girls.” 


The Booster Club continues to grow. Our new wo this 
month are: 


Ora Lee Jackson, Annie Mae Jackson, Howard B. Hudiburg, 
Elizabeth Jewett, Thelma Blue, Dorothy Owen, Clarisse Winter, 
Bernice Maass, Gertrude Story, Gertrude Gentsch, Emily Turner, 
aoe and Olive Peacock, John Peele, Naomi Baxter, Oliver J. 

reeland. 


We are glad to see so many Boosters wishing to correspond with 
other members of the Club, for we believe it is good to exchange 
ideas as to boosting and demonstrating the Truth in general. Here are 
the names and addresses of those who would like to hear from other 
members of the club: 

Julia Cookman, 4820 14th St., Washington, D. C. 

Audrey Travis, Box 204, Northport, Wash. - 

Keturah King Hopkins, 1868 N. Vermont, Los Angeles, Cal. 

Marjorie L. Clary, R. F. D., Box 51, Arcata, Cal. 

Ray Dickson, Hunter, Ark. 

Virginia May Osborne, 711 South Park Ave., Erie, Pa. 

Viola Hinske, 693 Kling St., Akron, Ohio. 

Leola May Smith, P. O. B. 362, Morgan Hill, Cal. 

Thelma Blue, 478 E. 31st St., Chicago, Ill. 

Fredrick Brinkman, 233 Vine 'St., Salt Lake City, Utah. 

Leda Swilley, Pawnee, La. 


i 
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By MARY 


Lesson 3, ApriL 18, 1920. 
THE VICTORY OF GIDEON’S BAND.—Judges 7. 
GoLDEN TEXT—The Lord will deliver those who trust in him. 


After the great victory of Barak, there was peace in Israel for forty 
years, and then the people were attacked by a tribe of people called 
Midianites. This tribe carried off the cattle and destroyed the crops which 
the Israelites had so patiently tilled, and the owners were obliged to flee to 
the hills, and to hide there in caves, to save themselves. A certain man 
named Gideon, was threshing wheat in a little place where he could not be 
easily seen by these troublesome people, when an angel appeared to him. 
At first Gideon thought this angel was only a man, so he told him of the 
terrible plight of the country and of the despair of the Israelites. The angel 
listened, and then he bade Gideon go forth and deliver his people. Gid- 
eon hesitated, but he was given a sign of God’s guidance, so he agreed 
to undertake the great work. He called the people together, but the Lord 


-told him that he had too many men, so all that were fearful and trembling 


were allowed to go home. Gideon took the men that were left and 
divided them into three groups, giving each man an earthen pitcher and a 
lighted torch. At night, when the enemy were changing guards, Gideon 
made his attack. There was a sudden crashing of the earthen pitchers, a 
brilliant flashing of the torches; the Midianites were seized with fear, and 
fled. In the dark, each Midianite thought his companion was a pursuing 
Israelite, and they struck out at each other. The Lord was with Gideon. 
He is always with those of us who are willing to follow His guidance, and 
our victories will be just as complete as were those of this faithful Israelite. 
Questions for the Children to Answer 


Tell the story in your own words, and explain how we are helped 
to win victory over thoughts of fear or sickness or other inharmony. 


| 
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HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—“‘/ trust the Lord to de- 
liver me.” 


Lesson 4, Aprit 25, 1920. 
RUTH’S WISE CHOICE.—Ruth 1. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Thy people shall be my people, and thy God my 
God.—Ruth 1:16. 


There was a famine in Bethlehem, and one of the families of that 
country went into Moab, where there was plenty of food. The family 
consisted of father, mother, and two sons. The father died in Moab, 
and each son married a girl of that country. Then the sons died, leaving 
Naomi, the mother and the young widows, Orpah and Ruth. Naomi 
learned that Jehovah had again prospered Bethlehem with a bountiful 
harvest, so she decided to return to her own land and her own people. 
Orpah and Ruth went part of the way with her, as it was the custom of 
the people of Moab to go some of the distance with their departing friends. 
When the time for separating came, the three women wept. Orpah kissed 
Naomi, and returned to her own home; Ruth would not leave her mother- 
in-law, although Naomi tried to persuade her that it would be better for 
her to return with Orpah. But Ruth said, “Oh, no! I will stay with you, 
and I will have your people for my people, and I will take your God, the 
God of Israel, to be my God.” Then Naomi consented, and the two 
women went on the way to Bethlehem. The distance was about sixty 
miles, and it probably took them six days to make the journey. Boaz, a 
rich man of Bethlehem, was a kinsman to Naomi. Ruth went into his 
fields to glean barley after the reapers. Boaz was a generous man, and 
he told the harvesters to leave plenty for her; so Ruth was able to take 
home to Naomi a large amount of grain. After this, Boaz married Ruth, 
and both of them were very kind to Naomi. King David was the great 


grandson of the sweet young Ruth who left her own people and country 
to serve the God of Israel. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 
What do you admire about Ruth? 


What was the reward of her loyalty and love to Naomi? She was 
prospered and blessed, and found love and happiness. 


> Who rewards us for faithful service and loving deeds? The Lord. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssON—/ love my fellow men, 
and I will serve them loyally and faithfully. 
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Lesson 5, May 2, 1920. 
THE BOY SAMUEL.—I Samuel 3:1-13, 19, 20. 


GoLpEN TExT—WMy son, give me thy heart; and let thine eyes delight 
in my ways.—Proverbs 23:26. 


When Samuel was a small child, his mother and father put him into 
the temple to serve Jehovah. He slept in that part of the temple where the 
ark of God was kept, and one night he heard a voice call, “Samuel!” 
He supposed that Eli, the priest, had spoken, so he ran to him saying, “You 
called me, and here I am.” Eli said, “I did not call you, Samuel. Lie 
down and go to sleep.” The boy went back to his bed, and again he 
heard his name, “Samuel!” Again he went to Eli, but the priest had not 
spoken, so he again sent the boy to bed. A third time the voice spoke, 
“Samuel!”” The faithful lad once more hurried to the priest; and said to 
him, “Surely you did call, and here I am.” Ei now understood that Je- 
hovah was speaking to the boy, and he said, ““No, Samuel, I did not call. 
It is Jehovah who is speaking to you. Go, lie down,” he directed, “and 
if you hear the voice again, say in answer to it, ‘Speak, Jehovah; for thy 
servant heareth.””” Then Samuel ran gladly to his bed, hoping that the 
great God whom he and his people loved, would speak once more. And 
Jehovah did speak to him again: “Samuel! Samuel!” The boy an- 
swered, “Speak, Jehovah, for I am listening to your words.” ‘Then the 
Lord gave Samuel the first message that the young prophet received. In 
the morning the priest asked the boy, “Samuel, what did Jehovah say to 
you last night?” Samuel had hesitated to tell Eli what the message was, 
but the priest knew that it concerned him and his house. And now that he 
had asked what it was, the boy looked at him with clear, straightforward 
eyes, and answered, “Jehovah has said that because you did not keep your 
sons from sinning, neither you nor they shall serve him in the temple.” 
Samuel always listened for the words of Jehovah; he willingly and faith- 
fully did all that these commands required of him. By these two rules of 
living he became a great prophet in Israel. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 


Does the Lord ever call to us today? Yes, often, in the still, small 
voice. 


What should be our attitude when the Lord calls to us> We should 


be very still, that we may receive his message. 
How may we know when the Lord is calling us? Any prompting in 
our hearts to do right or good, is the Lord speaking to us. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsson— “Speak Lord; they serv- 
ant heareth.” 
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Lesson 6, May 9, 1920. 
ELI AND HIS SONS.—I Samuel 2:12-17, 4:1-18. 

GoLDEN TEXT—The free gift of God is eternal life in Christ Jesus 
our Lord.—Romans 6:23. 

You will remember Eli, the very old man we were reading about in 
our last lesson. Today we are going to learn about his two sons, who were 
not children (like the boy Samuel) but men grown. These two men were 
not good men. They were selfish, greedy and unloving. A great battle 
came about between the Philistines and the Israelites. The Israelites were 
beginning to see that they would be defeated, so they withdrew from the 
battle to talk things over among themselves. They had a sacred chest 
which had been built by Moses. The chest contained the ten command- 
ments, a golden pot of manna, and Aaron’s rod which had budded. At 

; one time this chest (which they 
called an ark) had led a vic- 
torious band around Jericho. 
Now the people remembered 
this, and they thought that if 
they could have some one carry 
the ark before them into battle, 
they might again be victorious; 
so they asked the two sons of 
Eli to carry it. They soon 
learned that the Philistines were 
too many for them, and they 
realized that they were de- 
feated. The ark was captured 
by the Philistines, and Eli’s sons 
were killed in the battle. 
When the news was taken to 
their father, he could not sur- 
vive the shock, and falling back- 
ward from his seat, he died. 


Questions for the Children to 
Answer 


a Why. did not the ark save 
Samuel Talking to the People. the lives of Eli’s sons? Be- 


cause they were unbelievers in God’s power. 
What is necessary on our part to realize the saving power of our 


Father? Faith and love and obedience. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—Not by might nor by 
power, but by the Spirit of the Lord are we saved. 


Ya Ait 
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Lesson 7, May 16, 1920. 
VICTORY UNDER SAMUEL.—I Samuel 7:2-17. 

GoLDEN TEXxT—Direct your hearts unto Jehovah, and serve him 
only.—I Samuel 7:3. 

The Philistines were ignorant people who made sea robbery their 
business. They did not know that the ark was sacred, and many of them 
lost their lives because they treated it in a disrespectful way. When they 
learned through this experience that it had great power, they became afraid 
of it, and gave it back to the Israelites. The Philistines could not have 
captured the ark nor won a victory in any way, if the Israelites had 
trusted in Jehovah, the one true God who had taken care of them in times 
gone by. Samuel was now a man and a great prophet. He called the 
people together at Mizpah, and prayed for them. Again the Philistines 
came upon them in battle. But Israel had turned again to Jehovah, and 
their enemies could not harm them. They drove the Philistines out of the 
country. Samuel set up a monument to mark the victory which Jehovah 
had worked through Israel, and the monument bore the inscription, “Hith- 
erto hath Jehovah helped us.” 

This story teaches that the ark is our right thought about God, and 
that we must remember that its place is in the temple. The temple is the 
body, and we must treat the ark with great reverence, for it is the power 
of life in us. If we let ignorant robber thoughts tell us that the ark is out- 
side the temple, we will become so weak that the ignorant thoughts will 
take us captive and set up their false gods for us to worship. “Samuel” 
means the “inner voice,” the true prayer thoughts which God always hears 
and honors. When robber thoughts«try to capture us, we must let Samuel 
bring all our true thoughts together and pray for us. Then the robber 
thoughts will be driven out. After that we can say that God has helped 
us in every good work. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

What is the ark? 

Where is the ark always to be found? 

Name some Philistines. (Selfishness, poverty, sickness.) 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsson—God’s Spirit in me al- 
ways keeps me in health, peace, and plenty. 


LITTLE GIFTS 


Little gifts are precious, 
If a loving heart 
Help the busy fingers, 
As they do their part. © —Selected. 
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HOW BUNNY GOT HIS EASTER EGGS 
RoLuiE Warp, (age 


Once upon a time there was a nice little Easter Bunny. He was 
very poor. He said, “I am sorry not to be able to give any Easter 
eggs to the children.” 

One day he sat down to think where he could find some eggs. 
He had heard that they were high. He went to a high peak to look 
for eggs, and sure enough he found some. He looked on another peak, 
where there were flowers, and found a whole nest of eggs. 

But alas! the eggs were white, and he had no coloring. He sat 
ag for a few minutes, then jumped up, full of joy. He had a 
plan. 

“T will find some berries and rub them over the eggs,” he said. 
“That will color them red.” 

He next used some grass, and made some of the eggs green. 
There were some blue flowers there, so he made some eggs blue. Some 
he left white. All together, he had seventy-five Easter eggs. 

That night he went down near the farm house, and hid the Easter 
eggs in the grass. He then went to bed. He was very tired, and slept 
late Easter morning. The children came home from Sunday School 
before he awoke. 

Mother told the children there would not be any Easter eggs, 
because eggs were too high. The little rabbit came and told the 
mother about the eggs, and she thanked him for being so kind. Then 
she told the children about the eggs, and they went to hunt them. 

_ When all the eggs were found, the little friends called the rabbit 
to them, and put flowers and Easter eggs all around him. . 

You cannot guess what the little rabbit did! Well, he just gave 
a big leap and was out of sight in the grass in an instant. Soon he 
came back with a big basket. It was filled with candy baby rabbits 
and candy baby chickens. He gave a chicken and a rabbit to each 
child, and all had a very happy Easter Day. 


Spring is growing up— 
Isn’t it a pity? 
She was such a little thing, 
And so very pretty! 
Summer is extremely grand, 
We must pay her duty; 
But it is to little Spring 
That she’ll owe her beauty. —VSelected. 
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Yi; Fen 
Arranged by Thomas Bromeling, Albion, Michigan. 
WORD SQUARE 
TS 
* * # 
T * # 
* 
SOLUTIONS TO LAST MONTH'S PUZZLES 
1. Wee Wisdom’s Puzzle Page. 
2. Lawrence, Douglas, Henry, Cedar, Hickory, Jackson, Chris- 
tian, Ozark, Scotland, Boone, Lewis, Clark, Green, Washington, 
Lafayette, Lincoln, Mississippi. 
3. Gold—old, link—ink, rice—ice, chair—hair, clock—lock, 
wheat—heat, cart—art, Pearl—Earl. 
4. Hawk, grouse, dove, heron, robin, thrush, lark. 
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IN THE SPRING 
+7 | LIKE to think that one of the reasons why spring comes 


up over the hills, is to remind us that life is everlasting. 
Life is colorful and fragrant, and springs up from what 

@ || seems lifeless and barren. Do you remember that back 

Cs La) in January we talked about the “dead of winter,” which 

<2 21! was not really-dead at all? Well, now in April, the whole 
woud is | is proving that the fairies were right. From under the ground 
where the seeds or bulbs have been busy for so many weeks, the green 
plants are peeping. One of the first flowers to bloom is the crocus. 
She brings us a message of faith that never falters. So sure is she 
that spring is coming, and so eager is she to greet it, that she pushes 
her pretty head right up through the snow. What a rebuke she should 
be to the person who once said to me, “I know why they call it spring. 
It is because we jump from wintér cold right into summer heat.” 

He didn’t know, that dear stupid person, that it isn’t how long 
spring lasts outside that counts. It is how much of its beauty and 
promise we see and enjoy and take inside of us. One beautiful spring 
day truly seen and enjoyed, is worth a whole month of pretty days 
which pass by unnoticed. Besides, one spring day of beauty and life 
can be made to last a whole year, if it is understood and rightly used. 
If a person cannot appreciate one such day, Mother Nature would be 
foolish to waste a flock of them, wouldn’t she? 

I know a much better reason for calling this season “‘spring.”” It 
is because all the joy and life and hope and beauty in the world spring 
into action now. They may have been covered with rubbish during 
the winter, but all of that is blown and washed away with the spring 
wind and rain. 

It isn’t only the sunny days that are jolly. Don’t you like the 
nice spring rains, when everything smells so fresh and clean? It’s fun 
on such days, to put on our rubbers and go out and slosh around and 
grow with the grass and flowers. 
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The other morning I got up a little late, so I had to dress hur- 
riedly. I didn’t know that I had forgotten anything, but when I went 
out on the back porch a robin sat on the walk and looked at me with 
his head perched on one side. He looked at me so steadily that I 
became uncomfortable. Then he spoke to me in “chirp” language. 

““Haven’t you forgotten something this morning?” 

I glanced hastily down to see if I had dressed properly. Every- 
thing seemed to be all right. 

“Well, what is it?” I asked snappily. 

The robin began to hop’ away from me, saying over his itil 
“Shame! Shame!” At least it sounded like that to me. When he 
got a little way off, he turned and said, “You've forgotten your smile.” 

Sure enough, I had. I looked up at the blue sky and I heard all 
the birds singing and felt the promises in the air, and I didn’t stop with 
smiling; I laughed aloud. “Right you are, friend Robin,” I said. “If 
the sun can shine and the birds sing, I guess I can smile.” And I was 
happy all the rest of the day. 

Isn’t it appropriate that Easter, the day of the risen Lord, should 
be in the spring, which is the season of renewed life? When all nature 
is awakening, comes Easter with its story of the risen Christ, to teach 
us of the pure Christ Life in us. This Christ Life will arise and sweep 
out all the cobwebs and dust which have collected in our minds 


through wrong thinking, and will quicken into bud and blossom spring- 
time growths and beauty, in our hearts and lives. 


THE RAINBOW 


“Now, look here, Rain,” said the Sun one day; “we've been 
living peaceably together in Weather-land for quite a long while. I’ve 
had my work and play, and you’ve had yours; but today you are 
working just a little too hard, and I want you to stop a minute and 
play.” 

_ “Why, why,” said the Rain, “I hardly think that—” 

needn’t think,” said the Sun. “Just stand still and 
make something pretty for the children to look at.” 

““How will you do it?” said the Rain, pausing a moment. 

“Why I’ll just shine through you and split myself in little pieces,” 
said the sun. 

“Won't it hurt you?” asked the Rain. 

“No indeed; I'll hardly feel it. We'll both come all right again. 
There! it’s done while we've been talking about it. Let’s call it a 
Rainbow.”—Mrs. E. J. H. Goodfellow. 


By BLANCHE 


April comes a-knocking, 
Put your umbrella up, 
Go searching for the violet 
And yellow buttercup. 


When the door is open, 
We're showered from 
head to toe, 
For April tips her watering 
pot 
To help the world to 
grow. 
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